Greenfield, Nov. , '79
Dear Taylor -
'Spect you don't like it
a bit - my long neglect of you,
but I couldn't - now I can't
help it.  In a few days now
I've a promise of leisure, and
then look out.  Can't tell
you the half I have under-
gone getting this lecture up,
but its a hustler - leastwise
that's what both your brothers
say, and they ought to know,
with the blood o' the "Quoloty" in 'em.
I have only time to hurl





these tracts at your
blessed head, and to
enclose, - oh Yes! - my
last poem, "Death." - O,
you may shudder, but
you're as well aware of
the grim old fact as I that
- "we are [ ?] - and what of that!"
Every face, however full,
Padded round with flesh and fat,
Is but muddled on a skull."
Tell the "Succers" I'll come to me
on Hoosier terms, as per opening stan-
za of the nifty circulars enclosed.
"God bless us every one!"  Wished I dared
expect a line from you.
As Ever,
JWR


